CHAPTER 176 


October 17, 2011 


“How much does it cost to produce a one yen coin?” 


Back to work it was for the investigation team, their day off to cram for exams 
having finally passed and given way to the day that had sunk dread into their heats 
as it reared its ugly head around the horizon. Unless you were Justin, in which case 
you just thought this was all a stupid waste of time. Really, most of the team did; 
but that was more because they were failing hard at their tests and despised the 
mere mention of exams due to how much it had sunk their grade point average into 
the ground. Justin moaned and groaned as he slowly trudged through his test, 
question after question wearing his eyes out as they bounced off his skull like 
quarters against jello pudding. He really could go for a nap right about now, but the 
bright side was this was the last question on his exam, and he’d still have about ten 
minutes or so afterwards to take just close his eyes before they were dismissed for 
the day. And then he’d consider skipping out at work at Junes just to catch forty 
winks. Sure, he needed the money and Yosuke had scolded him more than enough 
times about showing up for the job. After all, it was only for a month and Yosuke 
had worked hard to insure him the position; Justin needed to return the favor. 


He sighed as he tapped his pencil against his skull, eyes reading over the question 
what felt like a dozen times. It wasn’t a hard question: he KNEW the answer to this, 
yet for some reason he just needed to read it over a couple times. He was having 
trouble concentrating with this atmosphere; the sun glaring in and shining in his 
eyes, some kid off to his right breathing through his mouth instead of his nose. Was 
it so hard to just use your nose; breathing through your mouth is just so fucking 
loud and obnoxious. It’s not like if you have a stuffy nose or something, because 
then you’d be trying to clear your nose by sniffling. Justin could possibly forgive 
someone for that; but when you clearly have no excuse for breathing through your 
mouth, that’s when you deserve a smack upside your head. 


Uh, god... | swear I’ve seen this question before... Yeah; it was like how much 
money does it take to make a penny; and it was like... two cents. Wonder if the 
conversion rate still applies or if it’s just universally double when making money... 
Justin mused to himself as he examined the question. It was a trick question he had 
hear back in the Americas; after all, no one would expect the United States to spend 
more money than to actually make the money. But of course Americans were 
stupid, and despite being in debt, they were just going to keep wasting money 
making a unit of money NO ONE FUCKING USED. When’s the last time you actually 
used a penny? Never? Okay, thought so. Justin could not wait until all money went 
digital: credit cards, debit cards, and more credit cards. And more important, 
however much money the government fucking said they have. It should probably be 


worth noting Justin didn’t know a damn thing about politics. If he did maybe he’d 
see the fact that trade wouldn’t exist without physical money. 


Whatever, this question wasn’t about the political consequences of creating virtual 
money as opposed to the paper and coins they used now. This wasn’t some 
philosophical debate about how the country needed. This was a simple question 
about yen. It was immediately obvious to Justin that it costs more money than the 
money they were trying to make; it was just a matter of how much. And that only 
left two choices: three times the cost of a yen, or two times the cost of a yen. Justin 
just went with the one that most closely resembled the way Americans did it. 


And with that he was done, flipping the page of his packet over to the front, banging 
it against his desk to straighten the papers out as if they weren’t stapled and thus 
didn’t need to be realigned. Maybe it was just because it gave him this smug sense 
of self-satisfaction hearing the papers shuffle against his desk, its echo hitting his 
ears like the key unlocking his shackles. It was just so satisfying to let the world 
know he had finished his work. Well; all except one thing. Seemed he had forgotten 
to put his name down in all his haste; he should fix that before all his work went to 
waste. And he was about to, when he was suddenly distracted by a noise he hadn’t 
expected to hear. 


“| can’t take it anymore!” Justin slowly turned his eyes over to Chie who had 
presumably shouted with frustration as she squirmed in her seat, biting her bottom 
lip as she stared at her packet. It was pretty loud, even if she did try to be quiet, so 
it was a wonder the teachers hadn’t started to bitch her out for talking during 
exams. Still, she did look pretty damn upset; which was unusual even for Chie 
during exams. She at least had this small glimmer of hope in her eyes at that point. 
Now? She was squirming in her seat over this thing. 


“You alright?” Justin whispered over with concern. He’d never seen Chie in such 
physical anguish over a test. That’s probably because she wasn’t right now either; it 
just looked that way from Justin’s perspective. After all, why else would someone 
shout that in the middle of midterms. Well there was one tiny alternative reason; 
something that shouldn’t have happened unless the moon and the stars aligned just 
right in the sky, god’s humor dumbing down to that of pure hatred towards 
mankind. Why yes, it was this one one millionth of a chance situation that had 
occurred to Chie of all people; and oh boy did the timing suck. 


“Il really have to gooooooo0000-“ Chie spat out silently, trying to keep that 
information away from everyone, still squirming up and down in her seat, trying to 
keep herself still and concentrate, but having problems due to obviously more 
pressing issues. Justin immediately jumped back a bit with surprise. Of all the shitty 
timing, her bladder had chosen this precise moment to strike. And it wasn’t just like 
the slightest urge to go take a piss; oh no. Chie was doing a full on potty dance right 
now, swaying side to side in an attempt to qualm the piss that was slowly trying to 


break its way through. It was pretty clear she had either just been struck by a tidal 
wave of urine, or she had been holding it in for a damn long time. She was 
practically sweating trying to keep that shit in. Justin’s eyes quickly darted about 
the room, trying to identify if anyone was watching as she squirmed about trying to 
stop herself from peeing her pants. 


“Can’t you hold it!? There’s only like ten more minutes!” Justin whispered back. The 
school had some pretty damn strict policies in concern to the exams actually. You 
get caught talking, they take your test away. They see your eyes wandering, they 
take your test away. You can’t get up to sharpen your pencil, you need to have that 
all ready in advance. But most importantly, and of course, most relevant to the 
situation: should a student have to leave the room for any reason, any reason of 
course including running to the little girl’s room for a brief moment, their test is 
automatically confiscated and graded in its current state. From Justin’s 
understanding, it was to prevent kids from grabbing books from their lockers and 
looking up answers while they were on the toilet. Seemed kind of dumb to him, but 
than ALL of this seemed dumb to him. | mean, if you gotta piss, you gotta piss. You 
shouldn’t be punished for holding in your urine, something which Justin was almost 
entirely positive was completely unhealthy. Couldn’t you get a kidney stone from 
doing that or something? Chie slowly shook her head, bottom lip whimpering ever 
so Slightly. It was clear she couldn’t hold it in any longer than she already had. Not 
unless she wanted to make a puddle on the floor. 


“Il can’t! I still have, like, fifteen questions left!” She countered. She knew the rules 
just as well as Justin did. That’s the only reason she hadn't left like an hour ago 
when she first had the need to take a leak. After all, it’s not like she was flying 
through her exams where she could afford to take such a significant hit to her 
scores. She was barely making progress; it would be a wonder if she finished in the 
allotted time as it was, let alone be able to double check her answers. Justin 
scratched at his nose a bit, biting his bottom lip as he turned his attention to the 
teacher up front, still at his desk. 


“Just go; I’m sure you did good enough on the rest of your exam.” Justin reassured 
her in a slightly pleading mannerism. She wasn’t going to get much accomplished 
when all she could concentrate on was focusing her willpower to keep the gates of 
her bladder closed anyway, and it really was almost painful to watch Chie go 
through this. Not to mention it was pretty clear she couldn’t hold it for another ten 
minutes. It wasn’t a matter of going to the bathroom at this point, it was just a 
matter of where. And if she didn’t go soon, where was going to be all over the floor. 
Not exactly the most charming trait. 


a“ B-But-“ 


“Shh- It’s alright, just go.” Justin prodded her a second time. Chie bit her bottom lip 
again, scrunching up her eyes in an attempt at focusing all muscle power towards 


her bladder and her legs. She had put so much willpower into holding out for 
another ten minutes, so much willpower into keeping her hand down that it was 
almost sad to see her succumb to temptation. Even if that was what she needed 
and wanted to do all along. She shot her hand into the sky with embarrassment, 
face red as she waited for the teacher to acknowledge the sudden motion in the 
classroom. The teacher seemed a bit confused by the interruption; questions 
weren't allowed on the test after all, and no one EVER dared go to the bathroom in 
the middle of the exam. Though in the end, Mr. Kondo supposed there was only ten 
minutes left and she probably had finished already. 


“Yeas?” 


“Mr. Kondo, can | PLEASE go to the bathroom!?” Chie shouted, still twisting side to 
side in an attempt at slowing down whatever process it was that occurred in the 
depths of your body to make urine. She had enough being held back as it was 
without her body pumping out more and more piss. Mr. Kondo gave her a brief nod 
of acknowledgment before standing up from his desk, stretching a bit before 
making his way to Chie’s desk to collect her exam. Chie, needless to say, darted off 
faster than Justin had ever seen anyone run in his life. Hell, she almost knocked her 
desk over jumping out of her seat and towards the lavatory. 


And that just left Justin with the empty seat beside him, where Chie had been 
squirming back and forth moments earlier trying to take her exam. It was no doubt 
she hadn’t been able to concentrate at all during the testing process, for how long, 
Justin could only guess. He wanted to say for the last hour judging by just how 
uncomfortable Chie seemed trying to keep herself from darting to the restroom. But 
it wasn’t like he was an expert on piss and shit or anything like that. He was just a 
guy concerned for his girlfriend’s well being as she practically jumped up and down 
in her seat from excruciating discomfort and pain. And not just from the health 
angle either, but that of an academic angle. He knew that if she kept trying to hold 
out she could finish the test, but certainly not very well; but then she’d just end up 
pissing in her pants, and that was NOT okay with Justin, not when there was a way. 
Yet leaving meant she couldn’t get those fifteen questions, and that was going to 
significantly drop her score. Justin’s eyes fell sympathetically on the now empty slot 
of Chie’s seat, sad to see that her test scores were going to die, not with a band, 
but with a whimper. There had to be some way around this. 


And then it hit Justin like a runaway firetruck. It was an awful, awful idea, and he 
never should have considered it, but it popped into his head all the same. And with 
that in mind, even knowing that no matter what someone would be punished by his 
plan, Justin couldn’t help but seriously consider the matter. This could be a serious 
advantage to Chie; the boost she needed even if she would never condone it. And 
Justin couldn’t just stand there and watch as Chie’s grades dropped just because 
she was fulfilling one of the most basic needs of life. That wasn’t fair to anyone 
involved; she should have been able to finish her test regardless of nature’s 


callings. And if Justin had any say in the matter; she would. Whether she knew it or 
not. 


Justin’s eyes quickly darted up to the front of the room, eyeing Mr. Kondo as he 
continued to yawn and stretch. He was getting ready to collect Chie’s paper, but he 
was still up front for the moment being. He had to act quick or else this whole plan 
would backfire like a badly placed landmine. Justin shot his eyes back to his own 
paper, quickly darting his hand up to where his name should be. But rather than 
signing with his signature, giving himself credit for the work he had accomplished, 
he had something different in mind. He signed Chie’s name, as best as he could 
remember from her handwriting. It wasn’t perfect, but good enough to fool 
someone at first glance; especially with sloppy handwriting like Chie’s. It was a 
single graceful movement that had formed Chie’s signature on the paper, a second 
graceful movement that had shot Justin’s hand out and swapped his and Chie’s 
papers before Mr. Kondo could come down the aisle and catch the boy mid-swap. 


Justin couldn’t help but sigh with relief as he fell back in his chair, heart beating a 
hundred miles as the teacher stood beside him, picking up the packet and 
examining it for a brief moment. Justin had been afraid he had caught on to the 
obvious differences in workmanship, but it seemed nothing of the sort had 
happened. Instead he simply walked off, leaving a very fearful, yet relieved Justin 
behind. And not just relieved for himself, but relieved for Chie. That was his work, 
and sure Chie wanted to do this stuff on her own, but... Sometimes you just need a 
little help from your friends to get by in the world. Justin smiled to himself before 
leaning forward, swiftly erasing Chie’s name, careful to make sure all remnants of 
her name were missing from the blank slate. Despite having just given all his work 
to Chie, all his efforts over the day to his friend, he couldn’t help but feel satisfied in 
his decision, happy to have been able to help Chie even in the most miniscule of 
tasks. 


And then he looked at some of the answers she put down. Satisfied my ass; there 
was no way for Justin to fix all of this shit in ten minutes; less if you consider that 
Justin had been doing the swap trick a moment earlier. Justin groaned for a moment 
before slamming his forehead into the desk, clearly realizing just how much he had 
fucked himself over with his supposed act of generosity. 


“My life is a goddamned mess.” 


October 20, 2011 


“So what did you get for Question 8?” 


Justin was on his way home from school, exams finally drawing to a close, talking on 
his cell-phone with Chie all the while. She had been asking non-stop about questions 
on the exam, much to Justin’s amusement. She always had to second guess herself 
after the fact; all she was doing is tearing her nerves up that way though, you 
know? She just needed to have more confidence in herself. For such a strong-willed 
girl, Chie sure did have self-esteem issues. It was almost out of character for her in 
a way, but Justin didn’t care. Everything there was about Chie just made him love 
her more. 


“Hey, hey, relax. | told you before, I’m sure you did great. I’d bet my exam score 
you did wonderfully.” Justin remarked semi-sarcastically as he continued to walk to 
his house, a grin on his face. He had just made it to his front porch and opened the 
door, the mail that had been delivered earlier getting caught in the wind as the 
breeze pushed against the door. Justin actually had to grab a couple of the letters 
before they could get lost in the bitter fall breeze. He chuckled a bit as he made his 
way inside, kicking the door closed behind him. “You just got to stop second- 
guessing yourself. Just say ‘I did my best, and that’s all anyone can expect of me.” 


“It sounds so easy when you put it like that...” Chie sighed almost restlessly. 
Seemed she didn’t quite believe Chie. Justin just laughed a bit as he jumped on the 
couch, shuffling through his mail, throwing the bills over his shoulder into a sloppy 
mess on the floor. He had no intention of opening those within the immediate 
future, even if he sort of had to. Hell, he would have thrown all the mail on the floor 
if something hadn’t caught his eye. A blank envelope, no return address, no send 
address. Justin eyed the envelope curiously, slowly opening it as he continued to 
chat with Chie. 


“That’s because it is that easy. Have a little self-confidence.” Justin teased her a bit 
as he ripped open the letter, pulling out it’s contents. What he saw he could barely 
believe he was looking at. Every letter had been cut out of a magazine in a clear 
attempt at trying to erase any signs of handwriting. The actual message itself was 
just as chilling, ever so specific and haunting. This was a very clearly planted letter 
with a clear intent of threat and/or frightening Justin. Too bad he didn’t get scared 
easily. don’t rescue anymore. 


“,.Hey Chie, I’m gonna have to call you back.” 


